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“Good work!” muttered Cornish. hour, Cornish heard the roar of the

“He's doing a bit of dodging.”

No sooner had the yacht faded from
view, however, than a broad white
streak flashed again, penetrating the
blackness, and began to swing rapidly
from right to left in search of the
elusive yacht. Now it caught a
glimpse of what it sought, and after
a moment's wavering, it shot out
straight and the Murita was again
plainly discernible.

Once more a shot came from the
cutter and Cornish chuckled to him-
self. Adele sat breathlessly in fright-
ened suspense, and then gave a sigh
of relief as the yacht continued calm-
ly on its way.

“They're not trying to hit her, and
they won't!” Corpish called over his
shoulder to Adele. “Apparently they
don’t want to take the chance of sink-
ing her and drowning the man they're
after. It's a lucky thing for Whit-
ford—and for me too, as 1'd hate to
lose the Murita!”

For a quarter of an hour the launch
raced on, Cornish crowding the
staunch little engines to their greatest
capacity,. Wet and shivering, but
with never falterning courage, Adele
kept the wheel firm, heading the
“launch due east on a steady course,
Meanwhile the yacht and the pursuing
cutter disappeared from view, and all
they could see was the occasional
flare of the searchlight as it flashed
across the waters when the Murita
apparently changed her course apt-
ly and momentarily eluded the watch
of the other vessel.

Now that the chance of the launch
being discovered was extremely re-
mote, Cornish eased up & bit, and for
the first time since they had started,
turned to glance at the unconscious
form behind him. Adele, too, elated
at the success of their little strategy,
was wondering how Harcourt fared,
and called out to her father asking
if he could relieve her at the wheel.

Satisfied that the engines were run-
ning properly, Cornish arose and
made his way cautiously aft. Reach-
ing Harcourt he bent over and looked
down at him anxiously. The tarpaulin
Cornish had thrown over the earl
had kept him dry in spite of the
spray, but he lay pale and very still,
breathing only faintly. Raising his
head, Cornish saw a deep red stain
upon Harcourt’s temple, and observed
with alarm, an ugly gash on the side
of his head. Adele could only make
them out dimly but she heard her
father's exclamation and asked anx-
iously what was wrong.

“I must have hit him harder than

I intended,” Cornish said. *1 r!iuin'll
notice that he had such a cut. Wait
a minute—I'll come back, and then

you can look after him.”

Slipping into the seat beside Adele
he took the wheel and she made her
way quickly to Harcourt's side. She
bent close to him trying to se¢ more
distinetly, and felt the warm blood
upon his face and hair. Hurriedly
throwing open her slicker, she tore
a strip from her petticoat, and wet-
ting it, carefully washed the wound
before staunching the flow of blood
as best she could. Then she rudely
tandaged the cut and placed the limp
head more comfortably.

“Do you think he's
she asked fearfully,

“1 don’t know,” Cornish called back.
“1 didn't dream of his falling like
that. Give him a good drink of this."”

Still holding the wheel, Cornish
reached into his pocket, and pulling
out a big flask, passed it to Adele.
She pressed it to Harcourt's lips and
poured a generous quantity into his
mouth. Gradually his heart began to

badly hurt?"

beat more quickly and his breathing

grew more regular, but he did not
open his eyes or show any sign of
returning  consciousness,

“What are we going to do with
him now?" she asked in perplexity.
“We must get a doctor the minute we
land,"”

“We haven't landed yet,” Cornish
reminded her, ag a great wave threw
the launch high upon its crest, and
then dropped it down into a deep val-
ley between angry seas that towered

high above them on every side.

“Take a good pull at that flask your- |

self, and don't lose your nerve,” he
added kindly, .

“I'm not the least bhit frightened,”
Adele assured him. “I'm only wor-
ried about him.”

“There's ro use worrying,” said
Cornish. “He’s not dead, and 1 don't
think he's seriously hurt. We'll get
a doctor, somehow, or, if we can't, I
can patch him up when we get ashore.
Perhaps it's just as well he is uneon-
scious. It will prevent his making
trou' le for us, and we'd have difficulty
keeping him quiet once we land, if
he knew of it.”

Not even the occasional flashes of
the searchlight broke the blackness
now and in another quarter of an

| however, since he knew they could

]
| against the beach.

surf breaking on the beach. He wel-
comed it, but he knew that the most
difficult part of his work still lay
before him. It would be no easy mat-
ter to get the launch in through the
breakers, and the least aceident
might result in their being dashed to
pieces on the rocks. To beach the
launch was the only possible way,

never get Harcourt ashore if they left
the little craft.

Adele sat quietly by Harcourt’s
side, peering ahead, and then looking
down anxiously at the pale face in
her lap. Frequently she felt Har-
court’s pulse, relieved each time to
find it beating faintly. She was per-
fectly well aware of the danger thut!
lay shead of them, but she tried
bravely to control her nervousness
with the remembrance of her father's
akill.

At last Cornish could see the white-
caps and the dance of the spray as
the great waves pounded wildly
It was still dark,
but the rain had ceased and he could
see quite a little distance across the
water, Eagerly he looked to the right
and left along the strand. At first
he could see no sign of what he
sought, but after a moment or two he
swung the wheel sharply and the
launch veered about to the north. He
did not know what hidden danger
might lie in his path, but the course
looked clear and the chances sesmed
in his favor.

Far ahead he saw a break in the
line of the raging surf—a narrow
strip where the waves rose and fell
evenly—and beyond that the wide ex-
panse of a sheltered inlet. Carefully
he steered for it. The current was
running strong and he held the wheel
in a vice-like grip for he knew every-
thing depended upon his making the
shelter.

Seeing his purpose Adele watched
breathlessly as the launch drew near-
er and nearer the haven of safety.
Twenty minutes more and the battle
was over, Skillfully, Cornish guided
the little craft into the sheltered
waters, and lashing the wheel firmly,
went forward to shut off the engines,

Slowly the launch drifted toward
the shore. In another moment they
felt its keel grate upon the sand and
Cornish leaped out, up to his loins in
the water, lifting Adele in his arms
and carrying her in safety up on the
beach,

“I'm proud of you, little girl!" he
said, “You're a trump!”

She smiled happily as he turmed
away and hurried back to the
launch tor Harcourt., In a moment he
[was back again and together they
went far back from the surf, placing
Harcourt tenderly upon the sand.
| I wonder where we are?” Adele
said, for it was still too dark to make
lout their surroundings accurately.

“I don't know exactly,” Cornish an-
swered, “but we're somewhere along
the Scotch coast. We'll have a look
| about for a sheltered spot where you
tean keep him hidden until 1 get my
bearings and find a physician.”
|
|

| CHAPTER XVIIL
Footprints in the Sand.

i’ Eager to have Harcourt safely hid-
den from the gaze of chance wan-
fderers of whoever might live nearby,
Cornish started off on a hurried tour
of investigation. He knew it would
soon be daylight, and already the
darkness wae fading. Great clouds
rolled seaward, and the wind was
(4 gale, but, although there was no
sign of the sun, the storm seemed to
e over,

Alert against discovery, Cornish
|mn\'rd cautiously along the beach in
the dull gray of the morning. He
was elnted over the trick he had
played the officers of the cutter, but
[he realized only too well the diffi-
culties that now lay before him. The
care of an injured man wanted by the
police would be no easy matter, and
{he was trying his best to invent some
plausible reason for their presence
on the coast, wet and bedraggled at
£0 ecarly an hour.

Just around a little mound of sand
dunes, covered with tall, dark grass,
he stopped short. There stood a
rude shack or lean-to, apparently a
shelter set up by fishermen. The
door stood partly open, but there was
on sign of life about the place.
Kneeling down behind the grass Cor-
nished watched carefully for several
minutes. Then, drawing a revolver
from his pocket, he sglowly approached
the hut. He listened, alert for the
slightest sound within, but hearing
nothing, walked boldly up and looked
irside, It was deserted—a hovel de-
void of furniture or fittings, and ap-
parently unoccupied.

noticed a change in temperature, It
was much warmer than the air out-
side. The place had a smoky odor,
too, and in the far corner he saw a
blackened stone with ashes scattered
over it. The fire was dead, but the
stone was still hot as he stooped down
to touch it. Apparently someone had
spent the night there and had only
recently left, although there was noth-
ing else to indicate that the place had
Leen recently inhabited.

Satisfying himself that whoever
might have been there was not now
about, Cornish hurried back to Adele.
She was weary after the strain of the

"night, but she smiled brightly when

he told her what he had found, and

at once arose to accompany him.
Once inside the hut, Adele made a

rude bed for Harcourt with the

' greatcoats of the two men, while Cor-

nish spread out Adele’s slicker for her
to lie down upon.

“Now I'm going off to find the near-
est village,” he said when she had
stretched herslf out with a little
sigh. “I'll bring back a doctor if 1
can find one, and I'm goin to tele-
graph to Sir Harry."”

“Isn't that rather dangerous?”
Adele asked apprehensively. “Both
fie and Mr. Carrington are probably
being watched by the police in an-
ticipation of just such a communica-
tion,”

Cornish smiled. “Sir Harry can
read the message to MacBee himself
if he likes. When [ find out where
we are I'll send him a message that
no one else can understand. I'll sign
any name that comes into my head
and Sir Harry will be on in & min-
ute.”

As Cornigh finished speaking, Har-
court stirred uneasily and murmured
something faintly. They hent over
him and Adele removed the bandage
from the wound.

“It doesn’t seem to be much of a
cut,” she said, examining it closely.

“No. The trouble is apparently in-
side,” Cornish answered. *“It looks
to me like a fractured skull, in which
case there's no time to lose. I'm off
now.” He handed his revolver to
Adele, “You'd better have this,” he
snid, 1 don’t imagine you'll have
the slightest use for it, but you'll feel
more comfortable with it, here alone.”

As she took the weapon she smiled
confidently at him. “Don’t be anxious,
dad. 1 shall be safe enough. [ shan't
venture outside as someone might see
me if 1 did.”

When her father had gone she sat
for a long time looking at Harcourt.
He was quiet now and his pulse was
heating more evenly.  Gradually as
she watched him a drowsiness cume
over her, and as the day brightened
she dropped off into a restless sleep,

Several hours passed before she
awoke., Then, with a sudden start,
and & sense of surprise and fear, she
sat up quickly. It was almost dark
in the little shanty, but through the
eracks in the rough boards ghe could
see the sunlight streaming in. A
vague sense of uneasiness gripped
her, and she reached out to grasp the
revolver at her side. She turned to
look @t Harcourt, but he lay quietly
and she noticed the faint rise and fall
of his chest us he breathed evenly.

Although she listened intently, she
heurd ro sound but the roar of the
sea and the faint rustling of the tall
grass about the hut. But somehow
she seemed to feel fnstinctively the
presence of someone lurking outside.

Cuutiously she crept toward the
rude door and pushed it open a crack,
holding the revolver tightly in  her
hand, ready for instant use. A pistol
was a familiar toy in her hand, and
ghe had the confidence of krowing
that she could use it well, but there
was no one within the range of her
vision. Then, as her eyes dropped to
the sand before the door, she started
violently and a little tremor passed
through her tense body,

Drawing buck hastily, she pulled
the door nearvly shut and peered about
its edge. There on the sand directly
in front of the shack were a man's
tracks, and within reach of her hand
was the impression of a great bare
foot.

She was positive they had not been
there when she had entered with her
futher, and a feeling of nervousness
came over her. The footprints might

be that of a wandering flsherman, but
it seemed more likely to her that
someone had opened the door and

looked in, and it occurred to her that
his doing so might have awakened
her. Even now he might be concealed
behind the sand dunes close by,
Leaning back against the shanty
wall, she thought for a moment, Then,
as the uncertainty grew too great
to bear, she boldly threw open the
door and stepped out, her finger
firmly pressed against the trigger of
the revolver. She glanced about

As he stepped inside, however, he

quickly, but saw nothing to arouse
further suspicion, Still she was not

satisfied. Advancing a few steps far- '

ther she passed out to the flat stretch
of beach and looked down toward the
inlet where they had landed. A little
cry escaped her as she saw the launch
they had left there putting slowly out

|through the narrow channel. Three

figures were crouching down in the
gtern and in the bottom of the boat
she could see some heavy bale-like
o“ject. The launch was outside the
inlet now and was swinging about to
the north, where there was a sharp
bluff marking an abrupt turn in the
coast.

Spellbound, she stood looking after
the little eraft, unable to understand
the meaning of what she saw or to
figure out who could be making off in
that way. She could only see the
backs of the three men and they were
now too far away for her to have rec-
oginzed them even if their faces had
been turned toward her.

Suddenly, as she watched, she be-
came conscious of a figure coming
from the left, down close by the
water's edge. Just as she turned to
look in that direction a second figure
appeared and she saw them both
point execitedly after the launch.

Then the two started off up the
beach on a run. Fascinated she stood
watching them hurry along, curious
as to what it all meant, and not in
the least frightened. There seemed
to be gomething strangely familiar
about one of the men, but at first
she could not make out what it was.
In another moment, however, his iden-
tity flashed across her mind, and she
knew the man was MacBee.

The recognition gave her a start,
as she realized the danger of his pres-
ence. She gave no thought to the
reasons of his being there, nor to
who he might be pursing in the es-
caping lasunch, Her one thought was
to keep Harcourt concealed, and she
closed the door hurriedly, barring it
as best she could with the rough stick
that served for a bolt.

Peering through the boards she
watched the inspector and his com-
panion, who were still running rapid-
ly. In another moment they had dis-
appeared around the bluff and, with
the launch, were concealed from view.
When they had gone she turned to
look at Harcourt, lying helpless and
unconscious of it all. For the first
time she felt glad that he could not
know, for she realized that she could
not have kept him there if he had
been able to see MacBee, In spite of
her efforts she felt sure he would have
stepped out and given himself up
promptly.

For another hour she sat quietly,
watching and waiting, dreading every
moment that the detective might re-
turn. The seemingly endless time
slipped by, and gradually the daylight
began to fade., As the darkness came
on her fears increased, and although
it wag growing colder now, she hesi-
tated to light a fire least it betray
their presence in the hut, Several
times she felt for the matches in her
father's greatcoat, but each time she
resisted the temptation although she
had zeen nothing of MacBee since the
morning.

Nervous and shivering, she =aat
hudidled in the corner, anxious too for
Harcourt, who should have been in a
doctor's hands long ago. Now she
heard =omeone approaching, and hur-
riedly caught up her slicker to throw
it over Harcourt. This done, she
crouched down in the corner opposite
the door and waited, resting the re-
volver upon her knee.

There was someone just outside the
door mow, and every nerve in her
slender body was trembling, but she
did not move and scarcely dared to
breathe. Someone touched the latch
of the door and rattled it and her
heart gave a great jump. Then, from
behind the sand dunes she heard a
familiar whistle, and she knew that
her father was approaching.

The rattling 'of the latch ceased ab-
ruptly and she heand a smothered ex-
clamation through the thin walls. In
another’ instunt she heard a faint
swishing sound as some one darted
through the tall grass, and a moment
later Cornish's voice called to her.

Jumping up quickly she threw open
the door and fell sobbing into her
father's arms,

(To be continued.)

Table d'Hote.

A young Buffalo bookkeeper on a
recent visit to New York thought to
imprese his New York friends by put-
ting up at a fashionable hotel. Of
course, he couldn’t afford it and had
to economize in various ways to make
both ends meet,

He happened on one occasion to be
taking his evening meal on a bench
in the park when a young man and
his sister, friends of his, passed in an
automobile,

The Buffalo youth bent his head
over his sandwich, but the New
Yorker saw him and shouted:

“Hello, George! Dining out again,
you gay dog, eh?”"—Youth’'s Maga-
zire.
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Classified Want Ads
Thin department, which appears each week in this paper, provides a first class

}  advertising medium for those having stock, peultry, farms, or in fact anything, for sale.
; department not only runs in this paper esch week, but alse sppears in G4 other
Think of it. Your sdvertising goes inte 55 weekly
| newspapers, covering the smaller cities, villages and farming communities of 26 counties.
The cost. Bix cents per word pays the entire cost of your advertising for one week.
With ench order for three weeks you will be given a fourth week free.

groups of figures counted as separate worde. Always count the name and sddress as
part of the ad.) .We positively guarantee insertion of advertising In over 50 different

{Initials and

Your 26 word ad will cost you enly §1.50

or one week. This same ad will cost §4.50 for three weeks and you will be given a

HELP WANTED.

FARMS FOR SALE

WANTED—A LIVE ENERGETIC HIGH
school boy for work in local territory. Act
qulekly. Address Holden, Laurium, Hirlhikzn..
) 1560

50,000 MILES WITHOUT TIRE TROUBLE
want demonstrators and sslesmen In every
town in Michigen : eall on or write the Lastic
Air Ca,, Cohoctah, Mich. D-1569*

B e e e i e
$10-515 WEEKLY, ADDRESSING, MAIll-
ing cireulars for mall order houses, Send l0e
for postage, samples and particulars. A, J.
Thompson, 108 N. Eighth Street, (.‘lur.nlllls.n'

WE WILL PAY A MAN $100.00 PER

month, traveling expenses and commission, to

mll automoblle tire protection, Write Dept.
2, Sales Engineering Co,, B5026-5035 South
Wabash Ave,, Chicago, 11 D-161*

$150 PER MONTH AND UP. YOU MUST
have $100. Lock box 68, Beatrice, Nah‘{ukzl.
-162*

OPPORTUNITY—WANTED 1,000 PER-
sons to ralme Belglan Carnesux Pigeons. Write
| for full information. Pleasant Hill Pigeon
Farm, South Bend, Indiana. D-182*

JUST HOW 1 EARN §5, DAILY, MAILING
lettern. Anyone can., Send stamped envelope
for sample. Mrs. Friend, 162 Miller Avenue,
Brooklyn, N. Y. D-162*

-"E"WILL PAY YOU 3$120.00 FOR 60
dayn’ work to distribute business literature.
Prof. Nichols, Naperville, 111, Dept. C, A-162°

START A MAILING BUREAU. “KEY"
tells how. 10 eents. A, R. Bassett, 05 Harper
Ave., Detroit, Michigan, C-162*

AGENTS WANTED

FOR THE LAND'S SAKE LET E. K
Hurris of Ellaworth Antrim County, Mich,
sell you s farm now. 148-162

INVESTMENT—FORTY ACRES WHITE
Pine, near Carson City ; estimated four thous-
and treen, four to eighteen Inches dinmoter.
burguin if wold st onee. Chus. HBrownson,
Carson City, Michigan. D-159*

FOR SALE—§0 ACRES LAND, ONE MILE
from Traverse City limits; $46 per scre, F.
8. Madison, 1022 E. Fromt, Traverse City,
Mich. D-161%

1. JAY WOOD & €O.. GRAND RAFIDS,
want more farms in this vicinity for ew
customers they have, D-16

DO YOU WANT TO SELL YOUR FARM
If you do, mak the publisher of this paper
nbout the wonderful advantage of advertising
in thia department. Your ud placed wilhin
this column will go into over 60 weekly news-
papers. Place your ad with your local news-
paper. He will do the rest,

FOR SALE—140-ACRE FARM IN GOOD
condition near lonia. Edgar Cowan, lonia,
Michigan. D-160*

i

COLORADO HMOMESTEADS.

Will not last long, If you want a home in
Colorando you must get busy, Colorado has had
several straight years of fine crops. Look st
the country. Find out what s raised. 1 will
meet you at Ordway, Colorade, at any time,
show you the country and locate you for §100,
auto service. Write me when to meet you.
Deeded land for sale. Address K. BEADLE,
STAR ROUTE LAND LOCATOR, FORDER,
COLO, D-160*

"NEW YORK STATE FRUIT AND GRAIN
farms., Slattery & Averell, Lockport, New
York. D-160%

AGENTS GETTING RICH; $50 WEEKLY;
new household inventions; every home buys

them ; wactive workersn; samples furnished.
Write Julian Berg, North Albert Lee, Minne-
sota, A-162*

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES.

TO EXCHANGE BUSINESS OF ALL
kinds for farma. Business located in all parts
of the state, G. R, Business Exchange, 540

e
FLORIDA LAND FOR SALE, NEAR CITY,

good roads, emsy terms, Lyman e,
Berrien Centre, Michigan, D-162%
FOR SALE.

$25.00 BAVED ON THE PURCHASE OF A
buggy through un Absolutely whelesale
prices. Write now: only a limited number.
A. E. D, L. Ce., Big Rapida, Mich.

6 tables, soda fountain, building and
F. Booker, Millbrook, lllrlI;IT::..

TURN YOUR CANADIAN INVESTMENTS
into ensh: write, sating whether you own
stocks, city property, farm land, ote, The
Canadian Securities, 422 MecKnight Bldg.,
Minneapolis. D-182%

room,

lat, %1,000.

POULTRY AND PET STOCK

Housermnan Bldg,, Grand Rapids, Mich, tf-149 CABBAGE AND TOMATO PLANTS, ALL
~ | varieties, 1,000, $1.00; 5,000, $4.60; by ex-
FOR BALE: STORE WITH LIVING |press only. Old Dominlon Plant Co,, Norfolk,
rooms, suitable for drugs, restaurant, barber | Virginia. A-102*
or other business, Willlam Butser, R“'I‘}LIB;'. ~
Rl ioon, R BT . MEDICAL.
FOR SALE—-BARBER SHOP, FPOOL

MORPHINE, LIQUOR OR LAUDANUM
hebits cured without sickness st Patterson
Institute, 416 Michignn wstreet, Grand Rapida,
Michigan, Then why die or go insane? Get
busy. tf-161

WE TREAT MORPHINE AND LIQUOR
habits, Paralysin. Epilepsy, Locomotor Ataxia,
Diabetes, Bright's Disense, Rheumatism, Con-
sumption, mildly insune. Sanitarium, Symena,
Michigan, tf-169

BARRED ROCKS, PARK'S 200 EGG

strain. A strain with records to 271 eges &
year., $1.50 per 15. Delivered free. Fred
Awtling, Constantine, Michigun. D-169*

AIRDALE—THE GREAT MNTH CENTURY
dog ; colliea that are bred workers: we breed
the best; send for list. W. R. Watson, Hox
17, Oukland, lowa, « D.159*

WHITE LEGHORN DAY-OLD CHICKS.
June hatched, $10.00 per 100; July hatched,
£8.00 per 100; safe delivery gunranteed. Maple
;-‘i“' Poultry Plant, Charlotte, Hichiinr{i ‘!:?'E

BEST WINTER LAYERS.
A §50 setting will not produce better
extra dark 8. C. M. Anconas than §2
gets from

M. F. HOWE, Winona Lake, Indiana.
D-160*

EGGS SHIPPED PREPAID; 45 VARIE-
tien chickhens, turkeys, weese, ducks, guineans:
low prices;: catalogue free.
Farm, Janesville, Minnesota.

REED CITY (MICH) WOOLEN MILLS
Is the place to gel good price for your wool,
or have it made into blankets or other pure
wool goocs for which this mill has National
Write Wm, Lambert,

LIGHTENING CALCULATING."

A-1627

Reputation. D-162°

METH-

Janesville Poultry |

MILLARD'S OINTMENT CURES PILES'

and eczema. Send for free sample. H. E.
Millard & Co., Grand Raplds, Mich, 169

EXCESSIVE ACID PRESERVES THE
food and makes perfect digestion and assimi-
lation impossible, resulting in unexplainable
misery, conmtipation and general breakdown.
THE FAVORITE stomach remedy, neutral-
imes these acids, relleves constipation, tones
the liver and purifiea the blood. If afflicted,
write, The Idaho Remedies Co., 415 So. éth,
Baise, ldaho, D-160*

FILE OINTMENT. SAMPLE SIX CENTS.
Stop suffering. Try it. Pauline Wunderlich,
If Morrison St., Rockville, Conn n-161*

WANTED—EVERY B ODY SUFFERING
plles, fistula, fissures, ulceration, constipation,

b eeding, Itching, write, free trial. Posltive
Painless Pile Cure, 8, U. Tarney, Aubumn,
Indiana, D-162*

MINERAL BATHS

FAMOUS SALT AND MINERAL BATHS
for men and women. Rheumatism, Disorders
of the Blood and Nervous System, Briny Inn
Co., Manistee, Mich. tf-130

NO MATTER WHAT YOU HAVE FOR
sale you ean find a buyer through this column,
Give your order and money to the publisher
of this paper and he will do the rest. D-1G5F

B -

INOCULATE YOUR ALFALFA

S0Y BEANS, COWPEAS and
wumes with EDWARDS LEGUME BACTERIA.
A thoroughly reliable “Made in Michigan"
pure culture of the bacteria essential for mue-
cesn with any legume erop. Mude by a Bae.
‘terlologist of 16 years professional experience.
Cost only one dollar each for cultures to in-
oculate one bushel of seed. Thisn means a
very low cost per mere, the amount depending
on seed used. All cultures sent fully prepaid.
Clreular free. Address Dept. E.

THE EDWARDS LABORATORIES,
Lansing, Michigan.

all other le- |

OUR

ods used by expert accountants, 25 cents. Theo
Thomawson, Taurboro, North Carolinae. A-162° PO WONSN
U. W. P I 162 WANTED—WOMEN AND GIRLS, STEADY

Western Knit-
D-160

work. For information write
ting Mills, Rochester, Michigan.

MARK

The mark that for over twenty years has
wtood for the best in Electrotyping, Stero-
typing and Printera’ Supplies.

Grand Rapids Fleetrotype Compang
Lyon St. by the River,
Grand Rapids, Michigan

110 Registered

SALE PAVILLION, HOWELL, MICHIGAN
JUNE 17, 1915,
Granddaughters of Johanna Rue 3rd's Lad, Pietertje Henger-
veld's Count DeKol, Colantha Johanna Lad, King of the Black and

Holsteins 110

Whites, King Segis Pontiac, King of the Pontiacs, Pontiac Korn-
dyke and Hengerveld De Kol.
Cows and heifers in calf to sons of—

l Pontiac Korndyke, the world’s greatest sire,

l King Segis Pontiac, sire of the $50,000 bull.

! Colantha Johanna Lad, sire of three world's record daughters.
Pontiac Apollo, sire of Pontiae DeNijlander, the thrice 30-1b

wonder.

Princess Hengerveld DeKol, 33.62 Ibs, “old Hengerveld's best

daughter.”

-

Mabel Segis Korndyke, 40.36 Ibs., the world's record Jr. 4 yr. old.

All cattle over six months of age tuberculin tested,
PERRY AND MACK, AUCTIONEERS,

The Michigan Breeders Consignment Sale Co.

H. W. NORTON, JR, MANAGER
HOWELL, MICHIGAN

CATALOGS READY.
“Michigan-bred Holsteins are freest from disease.”
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